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ships at sea is rivalled by the dexterity of their womenfolk at the
loom, so expert has Athene made them in the fmer crafts, and so
intelligent.

Outside the courtyard but stretching close up to the gates, and
with a hedge running down on either side, lies a large orchard of
four acres, where trees hang their greenery on high, the pear and
the pomegranate, the apple with its glossy burden, the sweet fig
and the luxuriant olive. Their fruit never fails nor runs short,
winter and summer alike. It comes at all seasons of the year, and
there is never a time when the West Wind's breath is not assist-
ing, here the bud, and here the ripening fruit; so that pear after
pear, apple after apple, cluster on cluster of grapes, and fig upon
fig are always coming to perfection. In the same enclosure there
is a fruitful vineyard, in one part of which is a warm patch of
level ground, where some of the grapes are drying in the sun,
while others are gathered or being trodden, and on the foremost
rows hang unripe bunches that have just cast their blossom or
show the first faint tinge of purple. Vegetable beds of various
kinds are neatly laid out beyond the farthest row and make a
smiling patch of never-failing green. The garden is served by
two springs, one led in riUs to all parts of the enclosure, while its
fellow opposite, after providing a watering-place for the towns-
folk, runs under the courtyard gate towards the great house it-
self. Such were the beauties with which the gods had adorned
Alcinous* home.

Stalwart Odysseus stood before the house and eyed the scene.
When he had enjoyed all its beauty, he stepped briskly over the
threshold and entered the palace. There he found the chieftains
and counsellors of the Phaeacians pouring libations from their
cups to the keen-eyed Giant-slayer, with an offering to whom it
was their custom to finish before retiring to bed. But the stout-
hearted Odysseus marched straight up the hall, wrapped in the
mist that Athene shed about him, till he reached Arete and King
Alcinous and threw his arms around Arete's knees. At the same
moment the magic mist that had hidden him rolled away, and
at the sight of this man in their midst a silence fell on all the